THE  TALE  OF  BEOWULF              3

Out then did they bear him to the side of the sea-
flood,

The dear fellows of him, as he himself pray'd them

While yet his word wielded the friend of the
Scyldings,                                                      . so

The dear lord of the land; a long while had he
own'd it.

With stem all be-ringed at the hythe stood the ship,

All icy and out-fain, the Atheling's ferry.

There then did they lay him, the lord well be-
loved,

The gold-rings' bestower, within the ship's barm,

The mighty by mast. Much there was the
treasure,

From far ways forsooth had the fret-work been led:

Never heard I of keel that was comelier dighted

With weapons of war, and with weed of the
battle,

With bills and with byrnies. There lay in his
barm                                                                  40

Much wealth of the treasure that with him
should be,

And he into the flood's might afar to depart.

No lesser a whit were the wealth-goods^hey dight
him

Of the goods of the folk, than did they who
aforetime,